EXTREMES MEET

expostulated. " You really are the most dreadful clown.
And I say, where on earth did you get to this even-
ing? The Minister was furious you didn't turn up
to dinner."

" My god !" her husband cried, beating his head in
rnock despair. " I was playing tennis with that plum
pouding Prince Basil."

" Take him away, Celia," Amberley groaned.

" My dear Charlie, he's not fit to be left alone. Now
really, Sacha, please stop playing the fool. I won't be a
moment powdering my nose."

The door opened again to admit the French Military
Attache in general's uniform, and the French Naval
Attache with the gold lace of a capitaine de vaisseau.
The latter was a little fair man, with hardly more
discretion than Nadegine himself. Regardless of having
entered the Legation he did not break off his observa-
tions on the behaviour of the Court to which he was
attached.

" Je vous assure que ces sales gens ne meritent que
fttr* . . ."

But his colleague checked him.

" Attention^ mon cher^ attention! "

The French Naval Attach6 rushed up to Nadegine, as
usual exploding indiscreetly.

" Ahy ce roi traitre, ce roi ignoble! Je disais a mon
collegue que nous devons absolument le chasser de sa
royaume"

" If we drive out the King, I hope we will drive out
that plum pouding Prince Basil also. My god, what a
tennis player! Not a ball can he hit! "

Waterlow, perceiving that Amberley was getting un-